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SAINT

TIFFANY

AND THE DRAGON

by Bruce McCandless Ill
It was headed straight for Tiffany Mcllvaine's house,
which was bad enough. She was sound asleep, which didn't
help. But what really made the outlook bleak for everyone
concerned was the nature of the dragon itself.
Its teeth were tough as diamonds, and sharp as shredded steel. Its eyes were the color of blood in deep veins.
The tail, though short, was barbed, and could batter down
the stoutest door. No bright blade had ever punctured this
black hide, nor stunned this awful head.
Tiffany awoke.
It was three o'clock in the morning, and her cheeks
were wet with tears.

..
Tiffany's mother, Anne, heard her daughter running
the shower just after dawn. This was a little odd, because
Tiffany was a girl of precise habits. Every morning she
woke at 5:30. She padded into the kitchen, put the water
on for coffee and watched it until it boiled. Then she
walked back down the hallway and tapped on her mother's
door. Sometimes she had to tap several times, because her
mother slept soundly.
Anne Mcilvaine had to leave the house by six to make
it to the Lazy C Stables in time. She had fourteen horses
to feed and turn out, fourteen stalls to clean and sand and
level. Some of the horses needed medicine or a change of
dressing. A few needed extra hay, or vitamins, and all of
them, Anne figured, needed a kind word and a pat on the
neck. She worked until mid-morning in the stable, and
after this she helped out in the feed store just next door.
In the afternoon she prepared feed for the horses all
over again, and helped to bring them in from the pasture.
The little girls showed up for their riding lessons after
school, and the accountants and doctors stopped by to say
hello to their Rustys and Sparkles and John Henrys. After
they left, Anne watered and settled the horses for the ·
evening. On a good night, she was back home by six-thirty.
It was a grueling schedule. Sometimes her back ached
from hauling hay, or her legs went black and blue where
the colt had kicked her. But even working twelve-hour
days, Anne made only just enough money to pay the rent
and the bills and to keep the family in groceries. She
wouldn't have been able to keep it up without the help of
her daughter.
Tiffany was an odd, intense little girl, and Anne didn't
pr~tend to understand her. She was always doing somethmg, always in motion, studying her Texas History or
Earth Science for school, dribbling her basketball around
old shoes in the driveway or tackling the endless chores
around the house. After the death of her father two years
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ago, it was as if Tiffany had gone from being nine years old
to thirty-nine with only a single day in between. She did
most of the cooking and cleaning now, and she kept a sharp
eye on little Frank. And she did all of this without com·
plaint, seemingly without a second thought.
She was far more mature than her mother, Anne
reflected, who ought to be out of bed by now! Anne sat
up with a start and looked at the clock. It was only 5:20,
still early. But maybe since she was awake she'd start
breakfast for herself, and surprise her daughter. She swung
her feet out from under the blankets and drew her flannel
robe around her. She walked down the hallway, past the
bathroom and the rumble of the shower to the kitchen.
The water for coffee was already boiling .

*
The schoolbus was late that morning, as usual. Tiffany
dug a pencil out of her book bag and tried to check her
math homework while she waited. It was fractions again,
multiplication of fractions, division of fractions, fractions
till her eyes went funny and she imagined how nice it
would be just to give that old oven a good cleaning tonight.
She was checking number nine again when she smelled
shampoo and bubble gum. She knew it was Jen without
even lifting her eyes from the page.
"Tiffany, I can't believe you!"
"What?" said Tiffany. "What'd I do?"
"I thought we were wearing dresses today."
Tiffany slapped her own forehead.
"You're right, Jen. I'm sorry. I completely forgot."
Jen was a little paranoid sometimes. Like every morning before school.
"You never forget things, Tiff. This is some sort of a
joke. I bet Allison and Ginny are all wearing jeans today
too, right? And I'm gonna look like a total dweeb?"
"No, I forgot, okay? You look pretty. I was thinking
about something else and-" Tiffany's eyes fixed on her
younger brother, who was emerging from a wooded lot
twenty-five yards down the street. "Oh, Lord Frank's
going to be late again. FRANK!"
Frank Mcilvaine froze in his tracks, surprised and
embarrassed that his sister had caught him. He was small
even for a nine year-old, with light red hair and freckles
like Tiffany's, but brown eyes instead of green. The truth
was, he hadn't planned on going to school at all today. He
cradled an electronic metal detector in one arm, his fourthgrade reading workbook in the other. His earmuffs were
looped around his neck. He wore them when he was
working, combing the earth for the treasure that pirates

had reportedly buried in the area almost two centuries ago.
The earmuffs shut out the world and helped him to concentrate. This morning he had hoped to run a thorough
scan of the weedy banks of the old gravel pit, an area where
his father had once found three spoons, a bent screwdriver
and a perfectly good pocket knife, all of which he had given
to Frank.
He could forget these plans now. He had emerged
from his hiding place just a few minutes too soon. Tiffany
was sure to call from the junior high and check on him at
some point during the day. Frank knew that if the school
secretary said that he wasn't there, he'd face a grounding
even worse than the last one, when he hadn't been allowed
out of the house even to go to the mailbox.
Without saying a word, Frank Mcilvaine turned and
trudged in the opposite direction. He'd never find a single
doubloon at this rate. His family would be stuck in the
ratty duplex on Belgrove forever.
Chalk up another one for St. Tiffany, he thought. He
kicked every rock he could find.

"Good morning, everyone. I'm Mrs. Knowles, and
I'll be your teacher while Miss Cabaza is out with the flu.
There's a high pressure area stationary over much of the
Gulf Coast, which means that we should have splendid
conditions for mathematics the entire rest of the week. I
trust you've all done your homework!"
Mrs. Knowles looked like the kind of woman who
stayed home and baked things with raisins in them,
thought Tiffany. She was a big, bulgy potato sack of a
woman, with soft cookie-dough arms and pudgy fingers.
Her hair was honey-blonde, probably dyed. Her green
eyes crinkled into slits when she smiled, which was often.
The class groaned at the mention of homework.
Usually when they had a substitute teacher, homework
wasn't collected. Everyone knew that subs were basically
clueless. This one, for instance, had turned her back to the
room. As she wrote her name on the chalkboard in wide,
loopy letters, Raymond Blackledge prepared to welcome
Mrs. Knowles to Seabrook Intermediate School. Tiffany
watched him load a mushy spitball into the hollow pen
cylinder, and raise the cylinder to his lips.
"Now, Raymond," said Mrs. Knowles, though she was
still facing the board, "do you really want to do that? It's
a slippery slope, you know. First it's spitballs, next comes
shoplifting Mars bars, then felony robbery. Just how long
do you think it will be before you find yourself lying face
down on the floor of a convenience store, staring at the
motor oil additives on the bottom shelf as the police
officers read you your rights? Hmm?"
Raymond slowly lowered the cylinder. His eyes were
the size of walnuts. Mrs. Knowles worked the first three
homework problems on the board, and all three of her
answers were incorrect.

*
Mrs. Knowles looked up from her desk. "I suppose
you're wondering why I asked you to stay after class."
"Did I do something wrong?" asked Tiffany.
"Heavens, no," said Mrs. Knowles. "I just wanted you
to know that I can help."
"Help?" Tiffany figured she could screw up the multiplication of fractions just fine on her own. "What, with
math?"
"I admit my mathematics is a little rusty. I mean, with
the dragon."
Tiffany was silent.
"It will be here tonight, child. Are you prepared?"
"Then it's real?" said Tiffany. "I wasn't-"
"Dreaming? No. But you're not alone."
"I'm not afraid, either."
"Then you may ask me for any three things you desire."
Tiffany thought for a moment.
•A sword," she said.
"Against this monster? Ach. Might as well use a butter
knife."
"Not just any sword, Mrs. Knowles."
"No?"
"Excalibur."
Mrs. Knowles snapped the pencil she had been writing
with. There was a faint smile on her soft, lined face.
"Not just any sword is right," she said.

The dragon had flown for five nights. It came from an
island in the southern seas, where fruit ripened and rotted
on sagging branches and armies of bats blackened the skies
at evening. There were wild pigs on the island. Mostly
they foraged for food in the shade of the trees. Visitors
often wondered if there had been larger populations of pigs
in the past. They wondered because of the piles of bones.
Now, far away from the southern seas, moonlight
flooded dry fields. Clouds hurried out of the sky. The
dragon circled twice, then began its descent.

*
Tiffany gripped the bedposts and realized that she
wasn't breathing. Then she saw it again: a fleeting shadow
that broke the shafts of moonlight for only a moment. She
took a deep breath and slid out of bed In the silver light
she saw that Alexander the Great watched her with drowsy
eyes. "Shhh!" she whispered to the cat.
Then she bent down and pulled the sword out from
under the bed. It was heavy in her hands. Too heavy? she
wondered. Tiffany slipped off the scabbard. The great
blade glowed dully in her hands. It seemed to make a low
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humming sound, too, almost as if it had been struck by a
hammer. Alexander's eyes were wide open now.
In the hallway, Tiffany dosed Frank's door. She went
into the other bedroom and kissed her mother softly on
the cheek. Then she tip-toed to the front door.
"No, Alexander," she said, and nudged him away with
her foot.
She carried the sword in both bands as she stepped out
into the night.

*
Mrs. Knowles wasn't in Math the next morning. Miss
Cabaza was back, looking as fit as a fireman, and she wasn't
at all pleased when Tiffany, ordinarily one of her very best
students, came up with the wrong answer for number six
on page 189. Tiffany felt that she was lucky to have found
page 189 to begin with. She scarcely knew what she was
doing. Her knees still trembled when she thought of what
had happened only a few hours before, and she had to locate
Mrs. Knowles. It was quite literally a matter of life and
death.
Mrs. Knowles was in the gym.
She wore the same royal-blue crepe dress as yesterday,
only now she had on high-top basketball shoes, and there
was a large steel whistle on a yellow lanyard around her
neck. She looked about as much like a gym teacher,
Tiffany thought, as Jen looked like a linebacker.
"Good morning, girls!" she called. "Mrs. Grant has a
severe case of laryngitis. Or that is the assumption, any·
way, because no one in the office quite understood what
the poor dear was trying to say when she called in sick. At
any rate, since I have been advised that my teaching talents
are probably not mathematical, I volunteered to help out
with your physical education. Now, how many of you
here have sailed around the Cape of Good Hope on a
three-masted schooner? None? Well, it can be a dreadful
trip, that's certain, but if you had, you might understand
the practical benefits of excelling in our program today,
which is rope climbing."
Jen was wearing blue lycra tights and a Rice University
sweatshirt. She rolled her eyes at Tiffany.
"Who is this psycho?" she whispered. "Mrs. Grunt
never makes us climb the rope. I thought we were going
to play badminton again.•
"I don't know how to climb rope," mumbled Tiffany.
"I can't even climb out of bed," said another girl.
. . Tiffany narrowed her eyes. "How high do you think
rt is?"

Jen said, "I thought only the boys climbed rope."
Tiffany came close to reaching the top. She was
twenty feet up, only one length of her body away from the
ceiling, when she had to stop.
"Come on, Tiff!" yelled Jen. Even she was excited by
her best friend's effort.
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"You're stuck?" said Mrs. Knowles. "You need help?"
"I can do it!" Tiffany looked at the ceiling, then back
down at the teacher. "It was scared of the sword," she said.
"I raised it, and the sword made a sound, like it was singing
and it frightened the de-frightened it."
"It will be back."
"I know," said Tiffany. From her perch, she gazed
around the room like the look-out on one of Frank's pirate
ships. Below her, the girls in her class sat in a ragged circle
on the mats at the base of the rope. Poor Jen was dearly
confused by what she was hearing.
On the other side of the gym, the boys were playing
dodgeball. The red balls flew back and forth like bullets,
and boys in white shirts charged and fell back, screaming
at each other aqoss the green center line. Little Larry
Wyrostek had tripped while going for a ball and now lay
on the wood floor, groping for his glasses. He couldn't
even see Raymond Blackledge, who had scooped up the ball
as it rolled across the line and was laughing like a crazy
hyena as he dosed in on Larry.
Raymond released the ball just as the steel whistle
sounded, like a hundred angry tea kettles come to a boil at
once. He turned instantly to face Mrs. Knowles and when
he did, the ball ricocheted off Larry's hip and struck
Raymond squarely on the side of the head. He went down
on his stomach, stunned but not hurt.
Mrs. Knowles still held the end of the rope, and she
called out across the large room.
"Remember, Raymond," she said. "You have the right
to remain silent! You have the right to an attorney! If you
cannot afford an attorney, one-"
"Mrs. Knowles?" said Tiffany.
"Yes, dear?" She squinted up the rope.
"I know it's coming back tonight. I need a horse."
•A horse?" said Mrs. Knowles.
"Not just any horse," said Tiffany, and her mouth was
set hard.
"I might have guessed that. Which, then?"
"Pegasus."
Mrs. Knowles bowed her head for a moment. "I hope
you know what you're doing," she said.
Tiffany summoned up the last reserves of her strength
and pulled herself once more up the rope. With her right
hand she reached up, was inches away from the white
paneled ceiling when she lost her grip with her left. She
slid the twenty feet down to the mat and landed hard on
her back. Her classmates gathered around her, but she
waved them away.
"I'm all right," she gasped. "I'm fine."

*
That evening, Tiffany wrapped three potatoes in aluminum foil and placed them in the oven. She dropped the slab
of frozen peas in the saucepan, scrambled eggs in a plastic

bowl and dumped the powdered orange juice into a pitcher.
Frank came inside twenty minutes after she'd called

him. He carried the metal detector over his shoulder like
a rifle, and his earmuffs were still in place.
"Sorry, Frankie. Dinner won't be for another halfhour. Mom called and said she has a sick horse."
"What?" said Frank.
"Dinner!" said Tiffany. She pointed to her ears, and
Frank finally got the picture. He took off the earmuffs.
"We'll eat in half an hour."
"I can cover a lot of ground by then. I'm going back
out."
"Did you do your geography yet?"
"I told you, I don't know where it is."
"You don't know where anything is, which is exactly
why you'd better get back into that pig sty of yours and do
your geography. I've been doing homework all afternoon
while you were out there picking up rusty nails."
Frank was looking through the Scars catalogue.
"Believe me, when I find treasure I'm not going to eat
stupid scrambled eggs anymore," he grumbled. "We didn't
eat eggs when Dad was alive."
Tiffany counted to ten, trying to control her temper.
"Well, now we do, okay? And I'm going to make
them like I always do, and you're going to eat them because
you' re nine years old and your arms look like toothpicks."
This was true, and Frank wore long-sleeved shirts even
when it was ninety degrees so that no one could see how
skinny his arms were, but he didn't like to hear about it.
The catalogue went flying, Frank stormed out of the room
and Tiffany speared frozen peas with a fork. Maybe it was
her lot to have Frankie hate her, she thought. Maybe
everyone would end up hating her, but she had to get things
done. She was going to keep the family together if it killed
her. Her mother didn't like to cook anymore, and had no
time for it anyway. Frankie was a troubled kid, moody
and unstable. Once, after their father died, he had slept for
three days straight. Searching for buried treasure was about
the first thing he'd managed to work up any enthusiasm
for, and Tiffany hesitated to distract him from it. Evidently she had, though. She could hear her brother throwing things against the walls of his room.
Alexander the Great leaped suddenly from the table
to the counter-top and landed with an undignified grunt.
Tiffany had to laugh at his pitiful expression.
"You're not hungry," she scolded. "I just gave you
your dinner, and part of ours."
Alexander licked his lips and blinked solemnly at her.
I'm surrounded by misfits, thought Tiffany. Her father had
only agreed to adopt the cat after it had loitered at the back
door for three weeks. No one ever found out that Tiffany
had been setting out tuna fish for the animal every afternoon when she got home from school. Her father had
named him Alexander the Great because he felt that the cat
had probably conquered all of his own known world.
Alexander soon proved himself to be a scoundrel, a black-

guard, a street fighter capable of routing even an eightypound Weimaraner who wandered up the driveway looking for a little excitement. The cat was getting old now.
There were fine white hairs interspersed with the black.
One of his ears was split in two, and there was a large gray
scar between his eyes. He had a habit of collapsing when
and wherever felt sleepy. At the moment, this was the
counter-top. He watched drowsily as Tiffany stirred milk
into the eggs, and only came back to life when she tossed
him a piece of cheese.
Suddenly there was a crash and a metallic rumbling
outside the house.
Probably raccoons getting into the garbage, Tiffany told
herself. Sure, that was it. She was fine. She picked the fork
up off the floor, and held her hand over her chest as if she
could catch her heart.

*
It was two o'clock when she woke up this time.
Alexander raced her to the back door, his black tail
twitching with excitement and irritation. She had trouble
keeping him inside.
The moon was bright again. The clouds were dark
with bright edges, like a photographic negative, and the
field behind her house was oddly luminous. Pegasus thundered toward her like a dream, pulling up just short of
where she stood and pawing at the frozen earth. His breath
was like fog in the chilly air. Tiffany clutched the sword
with one hand, grabbed his mane with the other and pulled
herself up. When the black shadow passed in front of the
moon, Pegasus snorted, as if he were blowing an unpleasant
odor out of his lungs. Then he raised his head, and his cry
was a call to battle.
They were off. The horse's big wings welcomed the
wind. The clouds dampened Tiffany's short hair, and stars
filled her shoes like sugar.

*
The next day, Mrs. Knowles was behind the lunch
room counter, serving up fried fishwiches and goldenbrown tater tots. She wore baggy plastic gloves on her
pudgy hands and a net over her honey-blonde hair.
"Thank goodness, child," she exclaimed when she saw
Tiffany. "I wasn't sure you would make it."
"I wasn't either," said Tiffany.
"You look dreadful. Have you slept? Or eaten?"
"I usually just have a fudgesicle."
"Well, not today. Tell me what happened."
"We .. .lured it away. Pegasus was faster. The dragon
couldn't keep up. We flew to where there were mountains
and snow, and the trees looked like skeletons sticking up
through the ice."
Mrs. Knowles handed a fishwich plate to the boy in

The Mythic Circle #16, pg.33

line behind Tiffany. Raymond Blackledge thanke.d her
politely, and excused himself as he st;pped ar~und Tiffany
to get to the ice cream freezer. He d had
home":'ork
ready for Miss Cabaza this mornin~, ~d rt was entirely
possible that he'd bathed at some point in the last twentyfour hours.
"It won't fall for the same trick twice," said Mrs.
Knowles. "If you run, it won't chase you. It will just wait.
Dragons are as patient as glaciers."
"I was afraid of that. It's not going to go away, is it?"
Mrs. Knowles shook her head. "Sooner or later, you'll
have to face it."
"Tonight, then," said Tiffany.
"What else will you need?"
"Courage, I guess."
"Child, if you had any more guts you wouldn't be able
to digest your dinner. You have faith and a fine, true heart.
But you need something more."
"What, then?"
Mrs. Knowles absent-mindedly lifted a tater tot to her
lips and nibbled it. "I'm afraid I can't tell you," she said,
and tossed the tater tot back over her shoulder. "But you
will know. At some point you will surely know. And
when you do, ask. Ask loudly."
"But whar-"
"What, dear?"
"What if I don't know until it's too late?"
Mrs. Knowles frowned, and was silent. ·Tiffany took
the plate and moved along the serving line. She ate without
really tasting her food. She returned for an ice cream, but
Mrs. Knowles was already gone.

?is

*
Her mother had another colicky mare at the stables
that evening, and Tiffany ate her dinner alone. She hated
to admit it, but her little brother was right. Scrambled eggs
with green peas was getting old. Frankie was in his bedroom, drinking instant coffee and watching an old Errol
Flynn movie on TV while he recharged the batteries of the
metal detector. He was a keen student of pirate behavior.
He knew just when to hoist the Jolly Roger, how to make
an English prelate walk the plank, and the correct way to
raise a half-gallon jug of brown rum to his parched lips. He
was definitely the oddest nine year-old she had ever encountered.
Anne Mcllvaine arrived home just after ten o'clock.
The first thing she asked was, where was Alexander the
Great? Tiffany was washing dishes. She said she thought
the cat was probably hiding from her, just like Frank.
When Anne saw her daughter, her heart sank. Tiffany
looked tired. Her short red hair was lank and dull, and her
green eyes glowed with tears.
"Tiffany, what's wrong?"
"What-?"
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Anne put one hand on her daughter's shoulder. "Why
are you crying?"
"I'm not."
"Darling, please. Tell me what's wrong."
Tiffany dropped the scrub brush and ran from the
sink. Anne knew better than to go after her. She found
Frank instead. He was going over his maps.
"Nothing, Mom," he said. "I swear. I even said I'd do
the dishes, but she wouldn't let me. She's having another
one of her St. Tiffany spasms. She won't let anyone do
anything."
"She's tired, Frankie. 'Dyou find any treasure today?"
Frank frowned.
"Nothing," he said. "I never find nothing, Mom."
"Anything, dear. I never find anything."
"Yeah," said Frank.
Anne stopped in front of Tiffany's door. She put up
one palm, as if she could feel her daughter through the
wood, and put her cheek and her temple against the frame.
She sighed once, and rubbed her eyes. It was almost time
to wake up.

*
Tiffany bled from her nose and her ear.
They'd been hit just over the shallow drainage sluice,
and Tiffany had dropped the sword. Pegasus was hurt too,
but she couldn't see him now and didn't know how badly.
The dragon glided slowly upward in a long circle,
visible only as a dark smudge against the black sky. The
moon was hard as marble, the stars as sharp as stones.
She propped herself up on one elbow. Finally, in her
pain and fear, she realized what she needed. But she didn't
know how to ask for it.
The dark smudge was a distant kite, lost in the sky.
Maybe she could still walk. If only she could locate
the horse, she-the ankle gave way, and she collapsed to the
ground again. The pain was working like a drug inside her,
slowing her senses, her thoughts. She had to get up.
Now the dragon turned in its long arc, veered around
toward her. It was corning back.
"I'm hurt," she said out loud. "Please?"
How long did she have, now? Two minutes? Three?
She couldn't do it herself. What she needed was help. And
Mrs. Knowles had said-what bad she said? To ask.
"Somebody, please ... Mother! Mom! FRANKIE!"
She screamed, again and again.
A light came on in the backyard. Anne Mcilvaine
appeared at the door and, a second later, Frank squeezed
past her. He held his metal detector, and his earmuffs were
looped around his neck. He peered out into the darkness.
"Frank!" cried Tiffany. "My sword! It's near the
sluice. Try to find my sword!"
"Mom?" said Frank.

"Go," said his mother.
"Yeah, but what kind of a sword? A cutlass? A rapier?"
"Anything, Frankie, now go!"
Anne turned off the backyard flood lamp and in the
moonlight, finally, she could see where her daughter lay,
twisted and unmoving, in the field. And she could see
something else, something awful: a figure in the sky, growing steadily larger. She clamped her hand over her mouth.
Alexander the Great was already moving. He covered the
small lawn in a flash, leaped up on the woodpile and cleared
the chain link fence by a foot.
Tiffany flexed her throbbing ankle. It bent. Using her
elbow, she pulled herself across the grass, heading for the
stand of slender tallow trees.
The dragon swooped low and pulled level, using its own
momentum to sling itself along the flat earth. Its hard belly
scraped high weeds and saplings. The dragon lit just a few
feet away from its injured prey. The skin of its wings
flapped like the sails of a rotting ship. Its breath was a
stench.
The dragon watched emotionlessly as Tiffany
stood and stumbled another few feet. The end was near.
There was no need to rush.
One step further, and the dragon let out a shriek of
hunger and triumph. Its tongue flicked out like a pitchfork
as it bent toward her, spit dripping from the wicked jaws.
It did not see the black blur until too late.
The human Alexander, son of Philip of Macedon and
prince of all nations, attacked his enemies where they were
strongest. He drove them from the field by wild force of
will. Now the cat leaped, snarling, at the lowered head of
Tiffany's attacker. The dragon wailed with dismay. It
dropped to its knees, rolled, whipped its head back and
forth on its long neck and still could not shake the cat loose.
Tiffany half ran, half crawled to the trees. She saw
Pegasus standing fifty yards away. Blood flowed from his
forehead, and he reared in fright and confusion.
Tiffany shouted, "Mom, the horse! I need the horse!"
Anne Mcilvaine ripped her jacket away from where it
had snagged on the fence, and set out across the field.

*
The dragon's cry was different this time. This time it
held pain. Blood welled in the creature's slitted eye. It
staggered sideways, reeling with agony, as Alexander
picked himself up off the ground. His snarl came from
deep in his chest, rose to a shriek when the monster turned
toward him. Alexander was attacking again when he died.

*
Anne Mcllvaine approached the frightened horse
slowly. Pegasus had advanced out onto the field toward
Tiffany but stopped before he reached the tallow trees.
Anne could see why. Pan of the horse's mane had gotten
caught in the long red slash on his forehead. The hair

covered his left eye, and the partial blindness had panicked
him.
Anne held out the sugar cubes she'd found in her jacket
pocket, and spoke as softly as she could. The horse backed
and circled her, trying to keep her to his right. Finally she
reached him. He pushed the sugar cubes out of her hand,
and she realized that he knew what she was trying to do.
Carefully she plucked the long lock of hair out the wound.
Pegasus could see again, and before Anne could say another
word, the horse galloped toward where Tiffany lay in the
trees.

Frank found the sword.
It lay, half-submerged, in the diny water of the drainage
sluice, and he dried it on his shin before he started back for
home. He had just climbed out of the ditch when he met
his sister. At least, he thought it was his sister. She looked
pale and fierce, and was riding a horse that had wings.
"I found it!" he shouted. "I found it just looking!"
"You did; said Tiffany, and she couldn't help smiling.
"Keep Mom inside. Protect her, Frankie."
He handed her the sword.
"'Dyou lose anything else?" said Frank. "Anything
made of metal?"
"Too early to tell," said bis sister, and then she was gone.

The sword wished to fight before she did. It was as gray
as the granite in an Irish church, and its song calmed the
young girl's heart. Pegasus climbed like a rocket. Tiffany
felt the horse's rage in the pull of his muscled shoulders,
the power of his pearl-blue wings. In the last bleak moments before dawn, Pegasus dived. Tiffany leveled the
sword. It was the only thing she knew to do, and they hit
the dragon high, between its shoulders, hit it with a force
that could have shattered stones.
There was a brief ballet above the clouds, a momentary
recognition of powers won and lost. Tiffany raised the
sword again, but the dragon fell before she could swing it.
The first rays of the sun impaled the creature in its descent,
and the sky burst into bright flame.
She had no idea how long she laid in the grass. The
ground beneath her was cold and hard, but she held it so it
wouldn't leave. Her mother's hands rubbed softly at her
neck. Soon she would stand. Soon the two of them-three,
because Frank was here, too-would walk to the house, and
she would find her bed. She would sleep soundly for the
first time in days. But for now the ground was enough.
"Tiff," said her mother. "Here. Let me help."
Tiffany smoothed the hair away from her eyes. She
smiled at the sight of the empty field, and slowly she held
out her hand.
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